MADEMOISELLE ANTOINETTE POISSON
advanced, cannot have been indifferent, to produce a widely
read young woman like Toinette, v^th her library where
serious books found their place among the red, green and
citron calf-bindings of plays and love stories. The nuns loved
her and called her 'Reinette'; she never forgot them; when she
was rich, she endowed her aunt with a pension and contri-
buted to the reparations of the convent.

Madame Poisson did not often come to Poissy; she con-
sidered that her duty as a mother had been discharged in pro-
viding the child at regular intervals with the bodices and
frocks of printed calico, mentioned in one of the Superior's
letters. But one day when Toinette had a bad cold, she
descended on them, and carried her daughter away with her
on the pretext that she must be nursed at home. Toinette
never came back. Those who speak of *le grain de sable de
Cromwell* might well add cle rhume de Toinette* when they
muse on great events and little causes.

Toinette did not like going home with Mama very much;
it would be lonely, and though Monsieur de Tournehem was
kind, he was not like Papa. She snivelled in the coach.

Glancing at her child, Madame Poisson thought: 'Quel
Revre possede par Vesprit est passe par nos choux? Had I not
fetched her away in time, -those nuns would have made her
into a Sainte-Nitouche or a grenouille de benitier. Why! I can
just see her pausing in the middle of a quadrille to say the
Angelus... /